terribly damaged. We all wanted to stay there, but were
told that it would mean spending most of our time in
shelters.
Wearily* we got into cars to drive a farther fifteen miles
to a country house, which had been taken for us, and
which we were assured was very comfortable. It was. In
fact, it was one of the most charming houses of its kind I
have ever seen. It belonged to a rich Helsinki business
man, who used it at week-ends. For a Londoner this
would be about the same as having a week-end cottage in
the Lake district, but the owner did not seem to worry
about the distance. Certainly it was worth it, once one got
there. The house was right on the shore of the lake, and
in summer it must have been most beautiful.
We went in through the back door because the front
one was snowed up, and stepped right into the most
wonderful kitchen I have ever seen. It was like a huge
Canadian log cabin, with gigantic beams—solid tree
trunks—running across the ceiling. There was a very
gratifying array of saucepans on the range, and two of the
inevitable lottas told us supper would be ready in a few
minutes. This wasn't so bad, seeing that it was two
o'clock in the morning.
The next day the house was very cold—they dared not
light fires for fear the smoke would give them away to
Russian aeroplanes, as we were more or less on the direct
line of flight. It was a beautiful day, and I spent the
morning sitting on top of a hill behind the house, watching
squadrons of Russian bombers flying over. We had to
hide^in or around the house until dusk, because the roads
were death traps during the day.
The worst thing we suffered from on this trip was the
100

